X.

A PBESIDENT'S PROMISE.

THE morning opened upon me with no very bright an-
ticipations as to the results which I might be able to
accomplish during the day. A chilling influence com-
menced creeping over me when I remembered that here
at home, in the capital of my own country and among nay
own countrymen, and, yet farther, among those to whom I
was the bearer of letters from personal friends, so little
interest had been manifested in an enterprise which, it
would seem, ought at least to command the respect of
those in whose hands are found the welfare of the nation.
I could not hut look forward to the future with somewhat
gloomy anticipations. What could I expect better among
foreigners than I had met with from my own countrymen ?
And should such be my reception abroad, I might Veturn
as I went, without accomplishing one half my wishes or
tbose of the society.

Having written my notes, read the papers, and break-
fasted, I inquired at the bar1 for letters, and was pre-
sented with a package which bore the marks of having
been directed in the Department of State. The reflection
passed rapidly through my mind that if Mr. Webster was
not particularly amiable, at least he was exceedingly
prompt and business-like. I broke the envelope, and to
my surprise found it contained a sealed letter directed
to Mr. Everett, our minister in London. What could this
mean. Had the Secretary of State suddenly changed his
views and made me bearer of despatches to the court of
bt. James 4 I looked in vain for explanation. Not a scrape
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